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tibrew herself down. She caught Peter's small, dirty hands and pressed them to her breast
"Peter, Peter," she sobbed
I knelt to examine the wound. A huge gash was opened in Little Peter s neck. The boy was conscious, his eyes wide open, a slight half-smile on his freckled face
"Gosh, only nine stones," he said. "They wouldn't let me, the swine,.. Mummy!"
Little Peter closed his eyes.